TALE VI.

THE FRANK  COURTSHIP.

GRAVE Jonas Kindred, Sybil Kindred's sire,
Was six feet high, and look'd six inches higher;
Ereft, morose, determined, solemn, slow,
Who knew the man, could never cease to know;
His faithful spouse, when Jonas was not by,
Had a firm presence and a steady eye ;
But with her husband dropp'd her look and tone,
And Jonas ruled unquestion'd and alone.

He read, and oft would quote the sacred words,
How pious husbands of their wives were lords ;
Sarah called Abraham lord !  and who could be,
So Jonas thought, a greater man than he ?
Himself he view'd with undisguised respecT:,
And never pardon'd freedom or neglect.

They had one daughter, and this favourite child
Had oft the father of his spleen beguiled ;
Soothed by attention from her early years,
She gain'd all wishes by her smiles or tears :
But Sybil then was in that playful time,
When contradiction is not held a crime;
"When parents yield their children idle praise
For faults corrected in their after days.

Peace in the sober house of Jonas dwelt,
Where each his duty and his station felt:
Yet not that peace some favour'd mortals find,
In equal views and harmony of mind ;
Not the soft peace that blesses those who love,